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wold, a quaint little lady of the old school, had a very definite personality. For years her house had been a resort for artists. Many of her doors bore witness of their work in paintings of near-by landscapes. From there we went, by motor boat, to call on some old Princeton friends, Professor and Mrs. Vreeland. They would not hear of our leaving before lunch; so we stayed and had an informal happy time, returning by way of Lyme to see the Sir Christopher Wren Church.
Once more aboard the Mayflower we found a telegram from Jessie begging us to visit her at Siasconset, on Nantucket Island. The submarine scare having evaporated, we sailed at midnight without our formidable naval escort.
The harbour on Nantucket is at the village of that name, a picturesque old whaling port, separated by the length of the island from Siasconset where Jessie's cottage was. Covering the distance in an old yellow surrey with two horses, we were soon on the beach where Woodrow built a wonderful fort of sand for the children. After dinner, we sat around the fire until 8.30, and then started back to Nantucket. So dense was the fog that we could not see the horses. This did not at all disturb our driver, an old man who kept up a running fire of conversation. He would let his horses go at a fast trot, then suddenly pull them up short, take his long whip from the stock, and drop the butt end down on the ground. Then he would touch die butt to his lips. At last the President asked: "Taking soundings, Captain?" "Yes, President/' replied the old fellow, "I know the taste of every foot of this ground. I can tell where I am, fog or no fog." Sure enough he brought us on schedule into Nantucket where the launch was waiting.
The fog continued throughout the night, but the sun burnt it off in the morning and the day was crisp and beautiful. We spent it on the top deck where my dear one read aloud while I was busy knitting. We anchored off New York next morning, and I went